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Teresa believed it too. With her final putting-
together of Sebastian, she had come to the sustain-
ing conviction that she "understood" him. He must
know it, she thought; for otherwise he would not
have led her away into this beautiful, secret house
of his, Her reverent adoration of him became
slightly maternal.

Despite their lingering, they had wandered
through two galleries and found themselves now
in Queen Elizabeth's Bedroom, where the great
four-poster of silver and flamingo satin towered to
the ceiling and the outlines of the famous silver
furniture gleamed dimly in a ray of the moon.
Sebastian went to the window and pulled back the
curtains. He knew that this was the moment for
which the whole day had been but a preparation,
yet he almost forgot Teresa and his wary plotting
in the first shock of the beauty that met his eyes.
The white garden lay in the full flood of the moon.
The dark room was suddenly irradiated; the figures
on the tapestry seemed to stir, the bed was full of
shadows, the bosses on the silver shone, the
polished floor became a lake of silver light. Softly
he blew out his candles, and as their three spears
of gold vanished, the room was given up entirely
to that argent radiance. Teresa's gold cloak turned
silver too as she slipped into the embrasure of the
window and leant there by his side. They wtfre
both silent, now gazing through the lattices into
the white garden, now turning to let their eyes
roam and search the recesses of the beautiful room.
Teresa's arm, escaping from the cloak, lay along